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Crowned and robed rare
Having ears for Tiruththondathokai.
Kaamikam is aagamam, a leading tune; A partridge red drinks the melt-moon; The bibing sound sails a snake-cloud That slow-steps round a fane Kondi loved With nine-halts trotting paces as a pad Of beauty, brave of a beam For dove-cots to doze or dream A hoisted flag atop a house all Aaroor-glad
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A subtle simple harmonic tremor;
Gaiety Royal, spring, breeze, song ingather;
A roundabout of high hedonism;
In love of mundi an abiding whim;
A warrior in peace braceleted unseen;
0! mild perfumery;
A tune of tipperary!
My grand Sacrifier; what do you mean!
Aurum-plated sandal sedan silken state Filigreed, fine and fragrant to fascinate Lions sixteen roaring to silence the noise Of this maniacal world and its ploys?? (Incantatory gems hum that silence) Then flowers fall upon the pearly pane; Honey rains drench Nictanthes bunch The flowering time for this ancient fane!he ears of Earth; Chanting a pious strain to the festive eye Of the Regal Dancer Fairtial hity dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
